to take photographs of the rock or harbor will incur the doom
of Dreyfus. The other unrolls a pedlar's bag, and publicly offers
for sale a large assortment of photographs and models of the
said rock and harbor.
I go ashore, and join a party of British pilgrims to visit the
fortifications. We are shewn a few obsolete guns, and a few squads
of soldiers (we call them Tommies) at drill; and we go away
firmly persuaded that we have really seen the business part of the
fortress. In that persuasion we liberally tip the military impostor
who has pretended to shew us round; and we tell one another,
roguishly, that the place is pretty safe for a while yet, eh? One
man says that Gibraltar is all rot; that it could be shelled from
Ceuta by modern guns; and that nothing but popular sentiment
prevents us from dropping it like a hot potato. So indignant do the
other Britons become at this, that I have to divert their wrath by
suggesting that it is an excellent thing for the Spaniards to have
their coast fortified at England's expense, and that we might do
worse than offer Portsmouth to the Gennans on the same terms,
This is received as paradoxical madness; and the talk which
ensues shews that we are unusually excited on the subject of
England's military greatness.
There is a reason for this. At Malta the news reached us—or,
rather, we reached the news—that the Boers have invaded Natal,
and that England is at war.
In the afternoon the weather looks dirtier than ever. The sun
hides behind slaty clouds; and the sea is restless and irritable,
caring nothing for England and her troopships. I wander round
the coast. On my return, I come round a corner, and find myself
before a big barrack. On the long flagged platform before that
barrack sit those who have been spoken of all the morning as
"our Tommies." Every man has his sea kit with him; and every
man is contemplating die comfortless sea and the leaden sky with
an expression which the illustrated papers will not reproduce, and
could not if they tried. Many of them are, I suspect, young men
who have had their first scare of seasickness on their way to Gib-
raltar, and have not got over it yet. I doubt if any of them think
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